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Norway

Once the sound of its drum has burst the eardrums

And the loud shriek anguished at last to silence

Love of itself is vanquished ;

But the relinquished

Hold of the lover sleeping binds the mind

To levels lower and to those more stale

Than pools of stagnant rain beneath the earth.

Spain, our ace, was tricked by molten gold:
And our sly trail unrolled on Europe's map
Slugged action, flounders now through snow
To race the waiting bomb-burst of our hearts.
The rhythmical stop-go
Of fate's two eyes suffice to hold us back
From any courage which would jeopardize
The bonds that hold our honour to a rack,

O England, may your blight of boredom melt

Like sweat of love, and may your wind ride up

Above the doldrums of a boring war

To blast the flags that flap in national shame

Out of the sky

And cheer the hands that fail

And fall from masts.

Song

1 here's no more talk and ease

No more time to do as you please

Pressure of men on roads, of boots and heels,

Lorries and guns, and birds again

This winter will freeze *